292                            STRESEMANN

all the obstacles in life, but his iron will was powerless
against his wretched body. His pallid icy hands lay
feeble and empty on the table in front of him, the hands
of a dying man, who still had the ambition to sway the
destinies of nations.

Paris: the city that had so roused his curiosity, of
which he was to catch one glimpse before his end from
the windows of his car. It was the first time since 1870
that a Foreign Minister had set foot in the city. The
representative of a conquered people did not come to
plead for favours; he came to found a peace, at the
urgent request of a representative of a land that then
dominated the world. Kellogg had repeatedly invited
him to be present at the signature, and invited him with
such marked emphasis on the importance he set on
his participation that it would have been almost an
unfriendly gesture not to respond to so urgent a
summons. All-powerful America was courting the
German statesman. He could well be proud, both of
the career that lay behind him and of the work that he
had done. If only it were not for the throbbing in his
throat and the agonising oppression at his chest.

Paris: the Ambassador on the platform, tall, slim,
and ceremonious, the German colony in black coats
and tall hats like the guests at a funeral On every face
a look of restrained anxiety. They all knew that the
man who got out of the train had risked his life for this
journey. The representative of the Quai d'Orsay
shook him by the hand. Even the official solely
concerned with the ceremonial of the visit, felt a
rush of sympathy within him at the sight of those
vacant exhausted eyes, and imparted a human warmth
to his handshake, beyond what was required by